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The  Star. 

Little  eye 
In  the  sky 

Right  into  my  room  you  spy, 
When  you  wink 
Do  you  think 

You’ll  come  down  and  play? 

I  must  sleep 
While  you  creep 
All  the  way  across  the  sky, 
When  ’ ti s  day 
Find  the  way 
And  come  down  and  play. 


Moderato. 


.  ' 


Copyright ,  MCMVTIby  Hatch  Music  Co . 


Summer  Days. 


3 


Summer  days  are  long  and  bright, 
Summer  skies  are  blue, 

Every  hour  is  a  delight, 

Every  minute,  too. 

But  they  should  be  twice  as  long, 
There’s  so  much  to  do, 

Ere  you  know  it  Summer’s  gone, 
And  vacation, too. 
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Dolly’s  Cradle  Song-, 


Dolly,  bye,  close  your  eye, 
Never  fear,  for  mother’s  nigh, 
She  will  stay  if  you  lay 
Head  on  pillow  right  away. 


Go  to  sleep,  don’t  you  peep, 

But  your  eyelids  fast  shut  keep, 
If  you  obey,  then  you  may 
Play  with  me  another  day. 
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The  Woodpecker 
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Merry  little  worker,  he, 

Hiimmering  :vll  day  Ion#, 
Boring  a  hole  in  some  old  tree, 
Tap,  tap  is  his  song. 

Tap,  tap,  tap,  tap,  all  day  long, 
Tap,  tap,  tap,  tap,  is  his  song; 
Gaily  toils  till  setting  sun 
Tells  him  that  his  task  is  done. 
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The  Silly  Little  Dog 


Look  at  the  little  dog  chasing  his  ta.il; 

What  do  you  think—  will  he  catch  it,  or  fail? 
Faster  and  faster  and  faster  he  goes, 

Now  it  is  just  at  the  end  of  his  nose: 

Next  turn  he  really  can  touch  it_  and  then, 
Curious  thing,  it’s  behind  him  again. 


Allegretto. 
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Sleepy  Time. 


Comes  the  Sandman, soft  and  slow. 
In  each  ear  he  whispers  low- 
"'Now’tis  time  to  bed  to  go, 

Dear  little  children. 


Birds  are  sleeping  in  the  nest, 
Cuddled  under  mother’s  breast, 
UNow’s  the  time  to  go  to  rest, 

All  little  children. 


Then  he  shuts  each  eyelid  down, 
Smoothing  out  each  fretful  frown, 
And  away  to  Slumber  Town 
Bears  little  children. 
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The  Snowbird 
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Poor  little  birdie,  so  chilly, 

Come  to  me  out  of  the  snow, 

Don’t  be  so  shy  and  so  silly, 

I  wouldn’t  hurt  you,  you  know. 

How  the  cold  wind  makes  you  shiver! 

Blows  your  thin  coat  through  and  through, 
See  how  your  poor  feathers  quiver! 

Come  in  and  stay  with  me,  do. 


Andantino. 
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T he  Hunter 


Away  he  rides,  the  hunter  bold, 

B%-  early  morning  light? 

To  chase  the  deer,  to  scare  the  birds, 
Until  the  shades  of  night. 


But  deer  too  swiftly  run  away, 

The  biids  flv  far  too  high, 

From  dawn  to  dark, the  livtflong  day 
He  cannot  come  them  nigh. 


And  when  at  dusk  he  drops  his  gun. 

And  wends  his  homeward  way, 
He  knows  he’s  had  much  better  fun 
Than  deer  and  birds  to  slay. 
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Hans 


n 


and  Gretel. 


Hans  and  Gretel 
Love  to  dance, 
Whenever  there’s  music 
To  give  them  a  chance. 


Round  and  round 

And  around  they  go, 
Now  on  the  heel, 

And  nowon  the  toe. 


Not  much  beauty 

And  not  many  graces, 
But  how  they  enjoy  it! 

Just  look  at  their  faces. 


Moderate*. 
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The  Brooklet. 


Little  brook, 

Pretty  brook, 

Dozing  in  your  shad}-  nook, 
Day  is  past, 

Night  comes  fast, 
Hurry  down  the  hill. 


Thirsty  flowers 
Long  for  showers 
By  the  empty  streamlet’s  brink, 
Run  along, 

With  a  song, 

Carry  them  a  drink. 


Allegretto. 
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Evening  Bells. 

Hear  the  sweet  evening  bells, 

How  their  soft  music  swells, 

As  it  floats  on  the  breeze, 

Oer  the  tops  of  the  trees; 

u , 

Tis  the  close  of  the  day, 

Cease  from  work,  cease  from  play, 

Night  brings  rest  for  all’i. 

Say  the  bells. 


Andantino. 
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The  Robin. 


4  t  '' 

Cheer  up!  says  Robin  Redbreast, 
The  Winter’s  gone  away ; 
“Cheer  up!  Ini  going  to  build  a  nest, 
The  Spring  has  come  to  stay. 

Cheer  up!  Cheer  up! 

The  Winter’s  gone  away, 
Cheer  up!  Cheer  up! 

The  Spring  has  come  to  stay.'’ 


Allegretto. 
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Lullaby. 
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Rock- a -bye, baby  bye, 
Mother  is  here, 
Rock-  a -bye, baby  bye, 
Father  is  near. 


Little  birds,  pretty  birds, 
Sleep  in  their  nest, 
Little  stars,  pretty  stars, 
Wink  in  the  West. 


Rock-a-bye,  baby  bye , 
Slumber, my  dear, 
Mother  is  watching 

And  angels  are  near. 


Andantino. 
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The  Little  Shepherd. 


The  little  shepherd  tends  his  sheep, 

0  er  them  a  careful  watch  doth  keep, 
And  on  his  little  pipe  doth  play 
A  cheerful  tune  the  livelong  day. 

He  helps  the  baby  lambs  to  feed, 

He  runs  to  aid  in  time  of  need, 

And  then  his  evening  song  he  sings, 
While  all  the  while  the  sheep  bell  rings, 
Ting,  tiug-a-ling,  ting,  ting. 
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The  Hobby  Horse. 

Freddy,  since  your  horse  is  frisky, 

And  to  ride  him  does  seem  risky, 

Though  I  know  you  have  no  fear, 

And  you  would’nt  shed  a  tear 
If  he  threw  you  to  the  ground_ 

Just  jump  up  and  run  around_ 

Still  I  think  you’d  better  keep, 

Lest  he  suddenly  should  leap, 

Fingers  firmly  on  the  rein 
Till  you’re  safely  home  again. 
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Evening  Hymn. 


Now,  I  lay  me  down  to  bleep; 
Father,  let  thine  angels  keep 
Watch  above  me  through  the  night, 
Till  I  wake  with  morning  light. 
Help  me  then  throughout  the  day, 
True  in  work  and  kind  in  play, 
Loving,  helpful,  good  to  be, 

Till  again  I  kneel  toThee. 


Andante. 
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April  Song. 


Summertime  is  coming  soon, 

Hear  the  robin  singing, 

May  is  next,  and  then  comes  June, 
Thousand  roses  bringing. 


Sunny  skies  and  dancing  cloudlets, 
Buds  and  birds  and  flowers, 
Gentle  breezes,  rustling  leaflets, 
Soft,  refreshing  showers. 


Summertime  is  coining  soon, 
Nature’s  treasures  winging, 

May  is  next,  and  then  comes  June, 
Thousand  pleasures  bringing. 


Allegretto. 
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Stars  and  Daisies  Waltz. 


Where  are  the  stars  in  the  daytime? 

Why  don’t  they  stay  in  the  sky? 
They  always  are  there  when  it’s  bedtime, 
While  we’re  sleeping  away  they  all  fly. 


I  know  by  the  way  that  they  twinkle 

They’d  like  to  come  down  here  and  play; 
Do  you  think  they  are  trying  to  find  us, 
And  cannot  discover  the  way? 


Perhaps  they’re  the  little  white  daisies 
That  shine  where  the  clover  is  red, 

And  as  flowers  they  play  with  the  Children, 
While  as  star-lamps  they  light  them  to  bed. 


Moderate. 
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Chimes 


Moderato. 
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Elfin  Horns. 


23 


When  in  the  wood,  if  you  keep  so  still 
That  you  hear  how  the  trees  are  growing, 
Why  then  you  can  also  hear  the  horns 
Which  the  elfin  hunters  are  blowing. 


And  there  afar,  where  the  shadows  are, 
You  can  sometimes  see  them  flying, 
While  on  the  air  come  soft  and  clear 
Their  bugle  echoes  dying. 
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The  Carrousel. 


Whirling  and^twirling  around  do  we  go, 
Johnny  a  donkey  is  riding, 

Gay  music  sounds  from  the  platform  below, 
Jim  is  a  monkey  bestriding. 

Here  comes  an  antelope  chasing  a  bear, 
Alice  a  tiger  is  clasping, 

Tom  on  a  cormorant  sails  through  the  air, 
Tightly  the  feathers  he’s  grasping. 


Cling  to  the  bridle  as  tight  as  you  c^n, 
Mabel  a  zebra  is  guiding, 

See  little  Franky  sit  up  like  a  man, 

Though  he  a  lion  is  riding. 

Now  we’re  approaching  the  end  of  our  ride,. 

Softly  the  music  is  sounding, 

Slower  and  slower  the  animals  stride, 

Now  the  last  turn  they  are  rounding. 


Safe  on  the  platform  at  last  we  alight, 
From  our  strange  steeds  gently  sliding, 
Faces  all  glowing  and  eyes  shining  bright, 
While  on  the  carrousel  riding. 


Allegro. 
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The  Dancing-  Lesson. 

One,  two,  three,  four, 

Graceful  slides  across  the  floor, 

Five,  six,  seven,  eight, 

Marj', hold  your  dress  out  straight, 

Tommy,  make  a  pretty  bow, 

Polly,  drop  a  curt’sey  now, 

Take  each  other  by  the  hand, 

Face  to  face  in  couples  stand; 

Now  you  may  begin  to  dance_ 

That’s  the  way  they  do  in  France. 


Allegretto. 
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Little  Miss  Pollywog. 
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Little  Miss  Pollywog 
Tried  to  climb  on  a  log 
Down  in  a  slippery  bog, 
And  rather  than  fail 
She  shook  off  her  tail 
So  now  she  is  only  a  frog. 


Allegretto. 
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Automobile  Ride 


How  in  the  world  do  you  think.does  it  feel 
To  take  a  fast  ride  in  an  automobile? 

It’s  whirly  and  whizzy,  like  shot  from  a  gun, 

It’s  scary  and  dizzy,  but  yet  it  is  fun.  ' 

You  just  shut  your  eyes  for  a  minute,  and  then_ 

Before  ever  you  know  it  you’re  back  home  again. 
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On  the  Lake. 


We’ve  been  on  the  lake  sinee  the  morning, 
We  waked  with  the.  earliest  light, 

We  got  up  when  day  was  just  dawning, 
And  now  it  is  almost  night. 


We’ve  gathered  white  lilies, a  boatful, 
White  stars  with  a  golden  heart, 
The  long  day  has  been  most  delightful, 
But  now  we  must  home  again  start. 


We  are  tired,  we  soon  shall  be  sleepy, 
We’ll  go  to  bed  gladly_but  then, 

In  the  morning  we’ll  get  up  right  early, 
And  do  it  all  over  again. 
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Pussy  Willows  Polka 
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When  in  chilly  March  the  sunshine 
Climbs  up  higher,  every  day, 
Then  the  pretty  Pussy  Willows 

Creep  out  on  their  stems  to  play. 


All  the  dainty  flowers  lie  cuddled 
In  their  little  beds  so  warm, 

Fearing  that  the  stern  old  Winter 

May  come  back  with  frost  and  storm. 


But  the  darling  Pussy  Willows, 
Clad  in  fur,  yet  shivering, 

Bravely  venture  forth,  and  tell  us 

- 

That  at  last  it  is  the  Spring. 
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